KUMBUM
chorten containing the trunk of the holy tree over the very
spot where Tsong K'apa was born. The Buddha's arms were
hung with votive sashes and before it was a long table for
offerings with butter burning, as it burns perpetually, in a
multitude of cups. Some lamas squatting on their heels were
muttering prayers. With kindly smiles they gave me to
understand that I should not be disturbing them by taking
photographs.
Near-by, a spacious and beautiful courtyard with wide
paving gave access to the second pagoda, which consisted of a
vast prayer-hall. Here also one entered by a colonnade hung
with embroideries. The interior was very dark and crowded
with silken banners, many of them painted with religious
themes. Whole walls were covered with bookstands on
which the sacred writings rest. At the foot of a pillar, a
priest, in a skull-cap surmounted with a high yellow crest,
was squatting. On his knees rested a sacred book out of
which he murmured prayers, passing the leaves as he
finished with them to the nearest lamas, novices and
postulants in the parallel ranks that squatted in front of him.
The long, printed leaves were passed from hand to hand and
finally returned to him. I was stiff with the cold, but none
of the lamas appeared to feel it in the slightest degree, though
their heads were shaven; they included old and young,
elegant and frowzy; Tibetan literates with fine features, and
full-faced Mongols; and their clothing, apart from the claret-
coloured toga and dark skirt, consisted only of a sleeveless
jacket, the rich brocade of which was not, in every case,
hidden by dirt. At the ends of the ranks were the little chains,
ten or twelve years old, dirty, sniffling, finding it difficult to
remain motionless, and playing surreptitiously amongst
themselves. A server passed from one row to another
with a great copper pot. The faithful took their wooden
bowls from inside their vests and without quitting their
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